in Japan. We congratulated ourselves until we found they knew their
climate better than we did. Had we protected them from the rain and the
burning sun the buildings would have been finished about seven months
sooner—besides making all more comfortable and so more efficient.
A few more such 'successes' would have been enough.
The directors met regularly for a couple of years and began to complain,
Rumours reached them from the English (the English love the Amer-
icans in Tokio) and Americans (why are Americans invariably so un-
pleasant to one another abroad?) to the effect that the architect of their
building was mad. In any earthquake the whole thing would tumble apart
—and the whole building would sink out of sight in the mud beneath.
There was room enough for it in that cushion of mud. Where all had been
pleasant enthusiasm, things began to drag. The loyalty of my own office
force never for a moment wavered, but manager Hayashi was daily
hectored and censured. At this critical time it became apparent that three
and a half million yen more would be necessary to complete and furnish
the work. Things looked dark.
By now a small army was working away in the lower stories of the
building as it was completed. As soon as one portion was built it became a
hive of frantic industry. The copper features and fixtures and roof tiles
were all made there, the interior woodwork and furniture—the upholstery
and many other things went on in the vast interior spaces as soon as the
floor slabs covered them over.
I had brought examples of good furniture from home and took them
apart to teach the Japanese workmen how to make them according to the
new designs which made them all part of the structure. They were fine
craftsmen at this. Rug designs had gone to Pekin. The nigs were being
woven there to harmonize with the interior features of the great rooms and
the guest rooms. We were about two-thirds of the way over with the building
itself. The foreigners had no way of keeping track of costs or finding out
much about them in detail. So things had gone on for several years.
The crash came.
The directors were called together.
Baron Okura was chairman of the board—representing besides his crwn
interests, the interest of the Imperial Royal Household, sbcfcy per cent, be-
sides ownership of the ground. There was also Asano-san—a white-haired
Sam so"" of the shipping interests—a powerful man with shaggy white
brows and piercing eyes* Murai of the tobacco interests—a peace-maker,
with pleasant ways always. Wakai, the banker, as broad as he was long,
with a beard that reached below the table when he stood up. Kanaka, a
half dozen others.
Baron Ofcura had rather sponsored me from the beginning. He was in
trouble now. The meetings had been held in the old hotel building and
were pleasant social affairs with refreshments. This one was not. It looked
black, A long time, it had been threatening. The Baron, a black-haired
youth of eighty—a remarkable man regarded as one of the astute financial
powers of the Empire—sat at the head of the table. I sat on his left, On
195

